WATER      UNDER     THE      BRIDGES
It was on our way there one afternoon that Knox, another Secretary,
Mack, and myself had a curious motor accident. The road which,ra$,
along the Bosphorus was full of pot-holes, and turning the wheel t&"
avoid one of these the steering shaft of our car broke. When it did
so, the car was pointing towards the Bosphorus, and the chauffeur, an
• army driver, could neither turn the car nor stop it quickly enough.
So over the lo-foot parapet we went into the Bosphorus. It was
luckily an open car. We did not overturn; we landed with all four
wheels squarely on the water and sank in about 20 feet but, in con-
sequence of the speed at which we were going, quite a distance from
the shore. As the car went down we just floated out of our seats and
hurriedly swam back to the side. Hardly had we got there when we
heard feeble shouts behind us and had to return to rescue the chauffeur,
who could not swim at all. Personally I never even lost my hat,
though I did my stick, which was of the sword variety and which
I had bought years before in Japan. We had fortunately not far to
walk to get home. But it might have been serious, and I felt still
more, as I have always done since my experience in Cuckoo Weir,
that I was not born to be drowned.
One of the High Commission's most successful efforts was to
organize a cricket team, though itmeant calling up almost everyavail-
able man. With so many soldiers and sailors in Constantinople there
was a lot of cricket during the next two years, and we used a very
pleasant little bit of ground over on the Asiatic side at Beicos. The
actual pitch was matting and some of the out-field rather rough, but
we had many happy matches there. To start with, we had the nucleus
of a team in Frank Rattigan, who had played several years for Harrow
(he was marvellous at all ball games), and Baird, who had kept v/icket
for two years at Eton. One of our temporary staff, Vemon, had
played for the Warwickshire gentlemen, and De Valera's ex-pupil
developed into a very usefol fast bowler. We played all the Navy's
and Army's best sides and won quite as often as we lost, and would
have won still more often if the catching capacity of some of our
indispensable rabbits had not been so deplorable. But they were
stout-hearted rabbits all the same and always ready to play, though
their actual effective share was infinitesimal
The heart and soul of the cricket in Constantinople was Tim
Harington, who at fifty still played hockey with his men and swam the
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